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Inuane HortfHtioisaieaxd of you. 

hr id. He chas isgiddic thinkes the world «ivnsre»md ; 
TPetr. Roundly replied. 

Kate. Miitris bow rr.eanc yon that ? 

Wid,. Thus I concerns by him, 

Petr, CoBceiues by me, how likes Herie»fi**ks.\> 

Hor. My Widdcwfayes.thusfhc concciueshettale. 

Petr. Venc weUmendcd: kdrehim for ihat good VViddox 
Kate. He that isgiddie thinkesthe world tutr.es round,. 

I pray you tell me what you mean; by coat. 

wid. Your husband being troubled with afhrcvv, 
Mcafurcsmy husbands forrow, by his-woe j... 

And now you know my meaning, 

Kate. f\ verie mcanc meaning, 

Wid, Right. 1 me. IK you. 

X-at. Audi am raeanc indeed, rtfpc£Ung you. 

Petr. T© her Kate. 

Hor. To htVfViddow. 

c Pctr. A hundred marks, my Kate does put her down. 

Her. That’s my office 

Petr. Spoke like an Officer.- ha to thee Lad. 

TDrinkes to Herten/so. 

Bap. How likes Gremio thefe quickc.witted folkcs -X 
(Jre. Beleeue me (ir, they But tqgethcr wdi. 

Sian. Head, and But an haflje wicted bodie. 

Would fay yoi*s Head and But were head and home, 

ZH». 1 Miftris Bride, hath that awakened you ? 

Bian. I, but r.stfrightcd me, therefore He ft cepe againe, 
‘Petr. Nay that you Iha'lnodinee you hauc begun; 
Haue at you for a better left or too. 

Bum, Am I your Bird, I mcanc so (Lift my buffi. 

And then plirfuc nit as yotj draw my Bow. 

You arc welcome all. Exit Bianca, 

Petr. She hath preuented mc,lierehgriior Tr.viio } 

This bird you aim’d at, though you hit her not, 

Therfore a health to all that (hot and mi ft. 

Tri. Oh fir, Lucentie dipt me like his Gray -hound, 
’Which runs bimfelfeandcatchesfor hisMaftcr. 


Bctr> A good fyvift (indie, bus fomething curriffi. 
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JheTitmiqg of the Shreie . 

T'M.’Tis well fir that you hunted foryourfclfe: 
t-xij t hought your Deere -dees hold you at a bay®* 

" Bap.Oh t Qh PretuchioyTranio hits you now. 
jjc. 1 thanke thee for that gi d good Tranto. 

Her. ConfetTc confefle, hath he not hit you here - 
. Petr. A hasalitle gald sne 1 confdTe; 

And as the left did glaunccaway from me, 

’Tis ten to one it maim’d-you too cut rigbr. 

Bap. Now in good iadnclTc fonne Petrnchia,- 
I shinke thou haft the verieft ftirew of all. 

Petr. Well I fay no ; and therefore, affuratice-j, 

Let’s each 011 c (end vneo h is wife. 

And he whofe wife ismoft obedient, 

To come at firft when he doth fend for her, 

Shall win the wages which we will propofe. 

Hart. Content what’s the wager ? 
hue. Twentiecvownes. 

Petr. Twentiecrownes. ?,• 

lie venture fo much of my Hawki or Hound/ 

But twcnsic times fo much vponmy Wifc^ 

Luc. A hundred then. 

Hor. Contcnt.- 
'Petr. A noarch’tisdoiKV 
Hor. Who (hall begin? 

Lhc. That will I. 

Goe B iondcllO) bid your Mi (Iris come to me. 

Bio. I goe. Exit. 

Bap. Sonne lie be you halfe, Bianca conics. 

Luc. lie haue no halucs ; lie bcare is all my felfe. 

Enter Biondeilo . 

How now, what newer ? 

Eton. Sir, my Mill ris fends you word 
i hat (lie is bufie,and ffiee cannot come. 

Petr . How ? (lie’s bade and fhcc cannot come : isthacan anfweie? 
(jre . !, and a kindc one too : 

Praic God (ir your wife fiend you not a werfe, 

Petr, I hope better. 

Her. Sir ra B iondciP. goe 

forthwith. " 


and jntreate my wife fo come to nice 
Exit, B ion, 


